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r Age ay ^rumiet 

The p oore aduanced makes friends of enemies, 

And hetheroo doth loue on fortune tend, 

For who not needs, fliall neuerlacke a friend, 

And who in w ant a hollow friend doth try, 

Diredlly feafons him his enemie. 

I But orderly to end where I begunnc. 

Our willes and fates doe fo contrary runne, 

That our deuices ftiil areouerthrowne, 

Our thoughts arc ours, their ends none of our own e, 

So rhinke thou wilt no fccond husband wed, 

But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord i s dead . 

Qwe.Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heauen light, 

Sport and repofe lock from mee day' and nighi^ 

To dcfperation turne my truftand hope, 

And Anchors cheere in pri/on be my fcope, 

Each oppofite that blanckes the face ofioy, 

' Meete what I would haue well, and it deftroy. 

Both heerc and hence purfue me lading ftrife. 

If once 1 bee a widdow,eucrIbeawife. 

King. Tis dccpcly fworne,fwcet Jeaue mee heare a while. 

My fpirits grow dull and faine I would beguyle 
} The tedious day with fleepe, 

Qttee. Sleepe rock thy brainc, 

[And neuer come mifchancc betwixt rstwane. Exeunt, 

i'fl Maddam, how like you this play? 

i Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much me thinkes. 

Ham. O but Ihce’Iekeepe her word, 
j X*g • Haue y°u heard the argument ? is there no offence in't ? 

Ham. No.no, they do but ieft ,poyfon in ieft,no offence i th world. 
| King, What do you call the play ? 

I _ Ham. The Moufecrap.mary how tropically, this play is the Image 
Jt amurthcr done in Vienna , Gon^ago is the Dukes name , his wife 
Bapufta, you fhall fee ahone, tis a knauifh peeceof worke,but what 
, >f that ? your maiefty and we fhall haue free fbules.it toucties vs nor, 
ct the gauled lade winch, our withers are vnwrung. This is one Ln- 
! *a»ns, Nephew to the King. 

Enter Lueiantes. 

Opb. You are as good as a Chorus my Lord. 

Ham, I could interpret betweeneyou and your loue 


Haw. If fhe fliould 
breake it now 
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— Ermce of Denmarke. 

If] could fee the puppits dallying. 

Ophe. Ycuavekeenemy Lord, you are kcene. 

}lam- It would coft you a groning to take off mine edge. 

Oph. Still better and worfe. ' , , , 

So you miftake your husbands. Beginne murtherer, leauejl 
thy damnable faces and beging, come, the crokingRauen doth bcWj 

^Luc. Thoughts b! ack, hands ape, drugges fit and time agreeing, || | 
Confident feafon ds no creature feeing. 

Thou mixture rancke, of midnight weeds collected. 

With Hecats ban thrice blafted, thrice infc&ed, 

Thy naturallmagicke, and dire property. 

On wholcfome life vfurps immediately. 

Ham. A poylons him i’th Garden for his eftate, his names <7***4- 
ro, the fiory is extant and written in very choice Italian, you fliall fee 
anon how the murtherer gets theloueof Gonx,agoes wife. 

Oph. The King rifes. 

Quee. How fares my Lord ? 

p a /. Giue ore the play. p j 

King. Giue me fome light, away. if 

rpol. Lights, lights, lights. Exeunt, all hut Ham, ananoratwM 

Ham. Why let the ftroken deere goe weepc, 

The Hart y ngauled play. 

For fome mull watch whilft fome muftfleepe, | 

Thus runnes the world away. Would not this fir and a fbrreft offca«j j t 
thers, if the reft of my fortunes turne T urke with me, with prouincwp| 
all J?ofcs,on tny raz'd ftiooes,get me a tellowfhip in a cty of players M 
Hora. Halfe a fliare. 

Ham , A whole one I. !?•;: 

For thou doll: know oh Damon deeue 
This Re ihne dimatitled was 
Of loue himfelfe, and now raignes heerc 
A very very paiock. 

Hera. You might haue rim’d. 

H am. Ogood Horatio, He take the Ghofis word for a thoufan<j ;j 
pound. Didftpereeaue? 

H ora. Very well my Lord. 

Ham • Vppon the talke of the poyfoning.. 

Hora. 1 did very well note him. 
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